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SLOPER’S SEA WALKING AT YARMOUTH. 
“Instead of startling the world at Yarmouth on Bank Holiday with something worthy of his genius, Poor Pa nearly succeeded in bringing his own life to 
@ premature close. The occasion was the initial trial of a pair of what Pa termed sea-slides, upon the manufacture of which he has long been busy. Pupa’s 
olject was to demonstrate that, under certain circumstances, walkiny on the sea is as easy as promenading the pier. Of course everythiny went wrong, and 
had it not been for the presence of Buffalo Bill, who was one of the special guests invited from London, a terrible catastrophe would have occurred.’?—Toortsie. 


HOW TO SPEND BANK HOLIDAY. A BARBAROUS EXECUTION. 


—— 


JEMELJA, or Emelka Pugatschew, was a Coseack and the 
son of a Cossack. He served ina Cossack regiment in wars 
with Pruasia and Turkey, and then asked for his discharge. 
This was refused, and he ran away, assumed the name of 
the Czar, Peter II]., and in 1773 commenced a rebellion at 
the head of a great number of other Cossacks, pillaging and 
setting on fire all that lay in his path,and committing many 
horrible massacres and cruelties. 

His career of crime lasted some twenty-one months, and 
though he contrived on several occasions, when taken 

prisoner, to make his escape, he was eventually camcht and 
Frousht under a strong escort from Simbirsk to Moscow, 
securely chained in an iron cage, illustrative of which an old 
print, published by Alexander Hogg, stillesists. Pugatschew 
and his chief accomplices were here tried for their excesses, 

, cruelty and rebellion, and sentenced to punishments, most 

Zz of which were very horrible. ‘ i 
Alri o CD i At each corner of the scaffold, erected ina public square, 
ay Dy i We L\\ was a gallows fixed, About eleven o'clock in the forenoon 
M\ i Web Neat the criminals were brought forth, “and sueh of them as 
ae os ii} Vaan.) were sentenced to have their tongues cut out were coupled 
: together in pairs. Amongst these was a young gentleman, 
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' : ae ene a fir steluss ticket to same sea- ANOTHER—Hire a boat at ten shillings an hour, and Tne Most SENSIBLE—Stay at home quietly out of renee Te to be dis grace d by having his sw rd broke 
50 miles away, and spend three- goupthe river with some friends who can't row. A all the crowding and worry, and with some good After him enme Pugatschew, drawn ina kind of dung- 


pie of the day travelling ina third class compart- thorough soaking, with rheumatics to follow, is a cigars and an unlimited supply of cooling drink, aa : 
spend your whole buliday perusing the “ HaL¥ 'UN.” cart, “made black,” in the middle of which was a stake, to 


The coupauy is so delightfully congeuial! delightful change from the daily movotony of existence, 
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which the poor wretch was tightly fastened, with a burning candle 
in his bene ‘Two priests sat close by him. “ The executioner was 
posted behind, and two large axes were placed on the block.” The 
laces of the spectators wore an expression of horror and dread ; 
hut on the countenance of Pugatschew not the slightest sign of 
fear was apparent. “His preseice.cl mind was astonishing. His 
unconeern thunderstruck the beholders. 

When he reached the scatlold, the crimes for which he and his 
confederates were doomed to sutfer were recited. “The priests, 
by excommunication, delivered them up to the executioner, who, 
seizitnee lis victims as his rightful prey, began the bloody office of 

Pugatsehew ascended the scaffold by means of a ladder. 
other of his confederates who were to be hanged did the 
Were executed almost at the same moment. Pugatschew 
assisted to undress himself with great readiness, He was then 
stretched on the scaffold, he being dvomed to be chopped to pieces 
alve with elaborate cruelty; but, by @ strange mistake of the 
cxecutioner’s, the man's head was first severed from his body, 

An eve-witness writes :—“His hands and feet were afterwards 
ent off and shown to the spectators before his head was exhibited, 
The moment this blunder was made, a person among the crowd, 
supposed to be one of the judges, called out to the executioner and 
threatened him in such severe terms that it is generally believed 
the executioner will lose his tongue for the neglect.” The head of 
Pusatschew was stuck upon an iron spike, and other parts of his 
body exposed on the top of a pole fixed inthe middle of the scaf- 
fold. A man doomed to the same punishment was then brought 
forth and barbarously mangled. 

“The other criminals,” says this awful record, “next suffered 
their various punishments. The tongues of some were cut out, the 
noses of others cut off, and the rest were severely marked, The 
executions lasted till night finished the bloody spectacle. 

° e 


* . * * 
LATEST FROM CRIME CORNER. oan 

itt av enm orf the pirait is whisker orlso is mustarsh an billium 
lait the blud staned is reveel to the uman i inn orl is enormiti as a 
aneek an porltri frord billium iss as a pirait a playin off it down 
raither lo on the pal off iss Yoof.... Young taters over wize 
amall or noo av arsk for is shillin, ruckshins iss inn progres an 
itt iss badd for billum iss noce, ... 
(Newt week,” Buried Alive.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
eS 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Vo not inclose loose stamps, 


What alot of nonsense, BARNEY; They could get it if they chose, 
Ti they won't, withdraw your custam, Thanks for cutting, ARTHUR 
Rose. Very sorry, WILLIAM MITCHELL, that we can't accept 
your sketch; Furthermore, the price you ask is More than it well 
erer feteh, No, we cannot tell you, OAKY; It's a most expensive 
drug, Thank you, SIKH; your yarn resembles That of Mr, Gilbert's 
Thug, Anu time you like, A MINER. We are glad to hear the 
news, SLOPER'S sympathies are with you, Though he can't uphold 
your views. Sorry, PIM, we cant oblige you; Others do not think 
thie same, Where's the alteration, BARRACKS? Shakespeare says, 
“What's ina name?” No; we haven't room for verses, Much as 
we regret it, MAY. SLOPER can't be bothered, WILLIE, Whilst he's 
on his holiday. Really, SYB., we fear you flatter In your lengthy 
note to hand. Pray accept the hearty thanks of “SLOPER'S clever 
little band.” ‘ 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post-Sree : 
3 Months, 1a. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d. 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tue SLOPERIES," 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET Street, LONDON, L.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


£150 


will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY 
SLoPer’s HAL¥F-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident, “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF - HOLIDAY" is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 welock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


Old RBougher, You take my advice, my boy, and remain single. 
Here, I've been married close on ten years, aud yet every time | go 
home | find the sane thing, 

Young Greenley, Oh, yea! so Mrs, Bougher told the mater the 
Other day when she called on her. 

Old Bougher. Eh?—what?) What did she say I always found? 

Young Greenley. Fault. ee 

. 


Vice was indeed punished when young Pilla, who was just 
setting up ina suburban practice, actually gave the small boys any 
amount of pence to buy oranges with, so that they might strew 
the orange-peel on the pavement in front of his surgery window, 
and the well-to-do and corpulent come down and bring in remuner- 
ative compound fractures, But the first who fell was his very 
own ma-in-law, And now, hanged if he hasn't had her in the 
house for three months, Attendance, nagging, and no fees, 

* 


WHATE'ER the trials of Mother Eve— 
And she had lots, they tell us— 
She lacked a modern one: her spouse 
Could never make her jealous, 
zs * 


She (to distinguished dramatic critic), Oh, Mr. Puffem, do you 
know, I went to what you call a first night, last week. It was 
really most interesting; but, althouzh it was a great success, they 
fave once call for the author, You can't tell how disappointed 

elt. 

He, Indeed! And what was the name of the play ? 

She. The name of the play?) Oh !—er—let me see. Oh, I know 
—Macbeth, ee 

s 


HERE, you can guess this one, can't you? “What day of the 
week ought to be specially favourable for any Hebraic enterprise 2” 
What! give it up already?) Oh, it’s very easy, “Tuesday (Jews- 
day), to be sure.” ee 

s 


Mother (writing note to husband). There, dear, I've told your 
father we've gone out and shall not be back till late. Now, where 
shall T put the note so that he'll be sure to see it the moment he 
comes in? 

Child, | know, mummy ; lean it against the spirit-case. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 431,--The * Yarmonth Bathing ” Costume. 


Heavy Baggage to the front, Commander- 
in-Chief bringing up the rear. 
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Bank Holiday Exreursionist. Oh, 1 beg pardon, cully! werry sorry ; but I could 

& swore yew two was my mate, ‘Arry Amfat and his donah ; the likeness is that 

there strikin’ from the back that—well, there, you fairly kidded me, and no error. 

(Untense indignation of Mr. and Mrs. De Swellingtone, at seaside on their 
honeymoon trip, 


“The gloomy (K)night stalked 
slow away.”—Diddin, 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 


“The Tigerilla.” 
BL 


(Saturday, July 80, 1892, 


IT was on the Marine Parade, Margate. A deathless, breath lon. 
silence reigned around, Jn the roadway, half a hundred camer: 
were pointed to the sea, Every window was blocked with at len.t 
a brace of marine binoculars, It wasa silence of intense soul thrj||- 
ing excitement, a silence broken at length by a light silvery Jaus), 
and a faint splash. Then a roar of applause that almost shook 
the Hall by the Sea statues off their pedestals, What was it? W),, 
you double breasted old Bedlamite, it was only Tootsie comins vu: 
in her new bathing costume, *\° 


Husband (who has just been bequeathed a small legacy). Yo, 
dear, I think the tradespeople will cease to bother us quite 
much if we could contrive to let them know somehow of our 204 
fortune, Couldn't it be managed in any way? 

Wife. Easily, my dear, easily, I'll just tell Mary Jane ns a strict 
secret, and then get the washerwoman to come on Monday, dey, 
be all over the neighbourhood before the end of the week, 


. 
I TOLD the manager I'd heard 
That biz. was very bad; 
And said an order for his play 
Was doubtless to be had. 


To that man since a great dislike 
Within me's taken root ; 
J got an order, ’twas, alas ! 
The order of the boot. 
a 
John (just returned from abroad), Do youremember that pretty 
girl you used to be so devoted to about two years ago? > 
Charlie, Oh, yes! she’s married now. 
John, By Jove! Are you still friends? 
Charlie, Oh, no! we're man and wife. 
s* 


s 
“Isn't she a little tart?” observed young Nooules to his chum, 
naa asmartly dressed little woman passed by. “ You'd think she 
was more than a little tart if you were married to her, as | am.’ 
remarked the long suffering husband, who was followivg up behiud, 
carrying the baby. os 
s 


Needy Nephew (going in for Parliament). T think my election 
is a certain, | am sure to be supported by the farmers, 
Vealthy Uncle, Then you won't want any more money from me, 
I'm shld pen to hear that, because, between ourselves, | think I've 
supported you long enough. *.* 


SEA-BATHING has its charms, Still, when you are trying to pull 
off a stray crab that's clinging to your symmetrical calf and the 
machine suddenly moves on and you are shot, sudden-like, througit 
the open door into a fleet of stinging jellyfish, and you know very 
well that that fellow vou danced last night with is looking out for 
you from the eens why, life does seem a littie hollow even at 
Biggleton-sur-Mer, ee 
s 


Jones. 1 see that young Dugher has failed in his examination. 
Smith. I thought he would. He was as green as grass, 
Jones. All the more reason why he should not have becn 
plucked. * 
s 


“T REALLY wish, John,” said the anxious mother, “that von 
would try and be a little more steady. Why don’t you settle down 
now and give up the acquaintance of your wild friends?” “ Wild, 
mother, wild?” was the reply. “ Well, | don’t think they ought 
to be, considering the way in whieh 1 cultivate them.” 


“TLL take a rest," he said. The white 
Close to the pocket nestled—quite 
An easy stroke. He missed the shot, 
The other fellow on the spot 
Ran out, while he, as he had guessed, 
er Did take a rest. 
* 


“T AGREE with Mr. Rider Haggard,” said the really genuine 
Grand Old Man, “that human nature always moves in a circle.” 
McGooseley smiled crocodilely, “Then, what a lot of human nature 
there must have been about you last night. Why, in trying to 
cross the road, you corkscrewed it like an old crab trying to walk 
round the edge of a soup-plate. Did you take much *Un- 
sweetened’ with your human nature, ALLY, dear?” Alas, alas! 
more words, less booze, ee 

= 


On the Underground Railway. 
Charming Young French Lady. Mais vous parlez frangais trds 
bien, m’'sieu. 
Little Cadby. Je—er—wisherai ker Je—er—coulderai parly as— 
er—wellerai as vous parlerai—er--er—Angleesh, 


@ 

“WHAT, going already, professor?" said the young wife, who was 
giving her first “at home.” “I thought you were so fond of music.” 
“So | am, madam,” replied the old gentleman, gazing with a pained 
expression upou a young man who was extracting weird and fear- 
some sounds from the piano, “Sol am, but 1 can’t bear to sce it 
tortured!” ee 

id 


Magistrate. Do I understand that you prefer a charge of obtain- 
ing goods under false pretences against this man? . 
Prosecutor, No, sir, 'd_ prefer to have my money ; but if I can't 
get the cvin, why, LU'll lock ‘im up, sir. 
st 


s 
“FIANG the seaside!” said Snarler. “What on earth can be 
imagined more idle or ridiculous than sitting on the sands and 
looking at the sea?” And the thin, small voice of Bladder pater's 
olive branch squeaked, “Sitting on the sea and looking at the 
sands.” ae 
= 


Broken Hearted Bachelor, Ah, my dear fellow, you have never 
been jilted by the girl of vour heart ! 
Disconsolate Benedict (sighing). No, never had such luck. 
ss 


. 

WR frequently hear horseracing alluded to as “the sport of 
kings,” but after a pretty lengthened experience of it, SLOPER hs 
come to the conclusion that it is the sport of cards of sumewhitt 
lower value in the pack—knaves, re 

* 


* 
Go search our museums, go scour all the land, 
Go peer in each cranny and nook, 
"Tis a rarity not to be had upon earth, 
No matter where'er'you may look. 


The marvel I speak of is not to be found 
And search for it useless is quite, 

As you will admit when I say I refer 
To the lodging house pen that will write. 


HER voice was an ingenious compromise between the notes of 
an asthmatical raven and the noise of a saw mill; but her mennnet 
would make her sing, and, well, the guests had to bear it somehow. 
It was soon after the sixth infliction that the fond mother 
announced that Fanny would sing “Only Once More,” and the 
bad young man, who wasenursing his leg in the corner, remarked, 
in an aside, “Thank goodness for that.” And the hostess cow’ 
never to this day understand why so many people suddenly 
sniggered, es 

s 


Marager. Well, to tell the actual truth, your play is—¢t— 
well, it’s too good for my theatre, and that’s the fact. : 

Author, Too good?) Why, what on earth do you mean? You 
don't mean to tell me vou want something stupid? ae 

Manager. Ah, V'm afraid you misunderstand me, What I wishe: 
to convey was that your work is a trifle too moral, We want somes 
thing a little more spicy, don’t you know. 
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caturday, July 30, 1892.) 


TOOTSIE AT BOURNEMOUTH. 


_——~_ 
wp 


Joux HeEYwoop says, in one of his guide-books, “ Though, 
ee any of ats neighbours, it boasts no antiquities of warlike 
Sy Saas renown, Bourne- 
mouth possesses 
a climate and 
scenery second to 
hone.” 

am afraid 
that Billy's is a 
regrettable case, 
und all owing to 
Ktob's meanness. 
Bob having cut 
off the pocket 
money of our 
party, Billy is 
compelled to 
depend upon 
regular meals for 
his food, and the 
result is that 
Billy at the last 
boarding - house 
was charged for 
double. We 
waited on Bob in 
a body to explain 
that if Billy had 
been filled with 
sixpennyworth 
of ginger-bread 
as a foundation, 
it must have 
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A touching sight. 


el 

Since then, indeed, he has not been at all well, and says he is sure 
he has developed consumption, (Bob says if it isn't developed 
in his case it never was, and the waiters at our hotel agree with 
him.) Billy meanwhile is thoroughly convinced of the reality of 
his illness, and maintains that he’s very bad indeed. Lardi, there- 
fore, out of her own private purse, has procured for him as broad 
a Lath chair as she could find, and, muffled up in shawls, rags 
and an ulster, it is a touching sight to see Billy being wheeled 
along, Lardi lavishing the languishing glance and digging him 
more or less spiteful digs in the back, under the pretence of 
making the cushions more comfortable. Most girls are spiteful 
cats, 

Most probably all. 

The Hereditary Hard Stone Broker—I allude to the Dook 
Snook—is this tour in a singularly impoverished condition. His 
tenant has written to say that he has observed in poor Pa's 
publication, and other obscure local prints, the Dook is on tour, 
and patronizing high-class hotels, He is, therefore, of opinion 
that the Dook should at once complete the necessary repairs iu 


An awkward predicament, 


Snook Castle, such, for instance, as a new roof, staircase, and 
foundation, The Dook, with much manly emotion, has explained 
that, firstly, he never yet has seen a halfpenny of his tenant's 
Mioney in its original metal; that, secondly, the foundation was 
pulled up by the tenant under the impression that if he dug deep 
enoush he would “strike ile,” whereas two of the tenant's 
Humerous family fell in instead, and thereby being killed on the 
spor, relieved him of all further responsibility and expense on 
their necounts—a great boon and blessing surely to any parent ; 
and that, thirdly, the roof had been taken off by the tenant 
himself to atYord increased light for the workmen below. Under 
these circumstances the Dook Snook thinks this tenant should, at 
least, fillup the hole again down below, with himself spread out 
Hat at the lowest part, or let him, the Dook, have a pound on 
secount of exes on tour, The tenant won't part, and | have lent 
tie Dook elevenpence—all | had in small change. 

Meanwhile the Dook, in anticipation of the pound, took me and 
Bardi fora sail, We have sailed and returned, and the Dook 
is searching for two shillings he said he had when he started, 

but finds that they, 

with the borrowed 
elevenpence, have 
rone through a hole 
in his pocket. As 

Lardi very justly ob- 

serves, this is 

scarcely Duokly. 
* * 

At length Nemesis 
is here. 

That Bob — the 
lordly thing | allude 
to—has been brought 
to earth and 
thoroughly shown 
up. _ His meanness 
has been dwelt on— 
not sufficiently, per- 
haps, but at some 

= length, from time to 
time, and now, how 
do you think the 
money, which rightly 
should be applied to 
the comfort of the 
tourists, is expended? 

That Bob, it would 
appear, has formed 
nun acquaintance with 
a common or Bourne- 
mouth garden nurse 

lett A miatid upon the beach, 
vt been indueed by her to take care of her youthful charges 

‘ape of minutes, The couple of minutes expired an 

‘20. He still vainly struggles to appease the cliumour of 


Lub in difficulties, 


thes, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


BLIGHTED HOPES. 

As home one afternoon | strayed, 

I met a most bewitching maid ; 

"Twas raining hard and so | prayed 
She'd take my umbrella, . 

She thanked me, oh! with such a smile, 

And we strolled on together while 

The rain drops wrecked my guinea tile, 
Although i didn’t tell her, 


Through many muddy streets we passed, 
But reached the maid's abode at last ; 
My heart with joy was beating fast— 

I felt 1 loved her dearly, 
JT hoped, | said, that I might call; 
She said, “ My husband's in the hall, 
1 wonder if he'd mind at all?” 

I fainted—very nearly, 

eo 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 
(Written by himself, with passing observations and footnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 

CHAPTER XVIL. 

WHY I LOVE THE SEASIDE, 


T ALWAYS loved the water. 

(Of all the bally lies the Old Coral Tipped Proboscis Carrier ever 
uttered, this is the worst, I believe. He would suoner even wash 
himself in “ Unsweetened” than do the ordinary dip at Margate. 
It's quite as much principle as humbug that makes him get behind- 
hand with his water rates.—MacG.) 

Many and many is the time, when my spirit has been disturbed, 
that I have found consolation in gazing on the briny at Margate. 

Ah! no one knows what the beauties of the sea are but the true 
philosopher. I wish | were there now, 

(Pa always says evil to them that evil think ; but when last time 
Ma came behind him on the Fort at Margate, and he was looking 
through a telescope with one eye and winking with the other, I 
think that Ma was quite right. I wish she had not broken my 
parasol, though.—TOuTSIE. ) 

Dear old Margate. I was a young man then, but people's souls 
are sinall nowadays, even as are the three-pennyworths, 

She was a sweet girl, She was playing at a kind of aquatic 
* Here-we-go-round-the-Mulberry-Bush,” holding the hands of two 
of her friends. I had danced with her the night before at the 
Assembly Rooms, I bad created a little sensation there. 

(I believe the Old ‘Un did make a little sensation when he went 
intothe Assembly Rooms on that night. Yearsago he said something 
about starting something new, and insisted on the Master of Cere- 
monies commencing a game of Musical Honeypots, It is needless 
tosay he was chucked out, but what does a chuck-out or two matter 
inthe Margate air? Ozone and Cobbs’ Ale, and you are as right 
as a tame cat locked up by mistake in a bloater warehouse.— 
MacG—— once morte.) 

1 gazed at that sweet girl gavotting in the arms of Neptune, and 
was jealous of the sea itself. The day before we had gone on 
the wagonette together to Ramsgate. From thence to Pegwell Bay. 
| had spread the shrimp paste for her on the bread and butter. 
She had partaken of tea, and rum and shrub to follow, 

I can't say that | have always been fortunate in my pages of love. 
Those who have ever been struck in the dexter optic by a heart- 
cake, soaked in rum and shrub and thrown by a jealous rival with 
all the force of am muscular arm, can best appreciate how my 
Margate episode ended unhappily. But yet 1 love the sea, and 
love water. I have loved Margate from my boyhood. 1 have leit 
many tokens of my affection for it there behind me, 

(Anold leaving shop ticket turned up the other day which showed 
that the Ancient had raised the needful on a steel watch-chain and 
a darned merino at a Lombard shop in the High Street, Always the 
same,—UNCLE B.) 

(To be continued next week.) 
—$ 


THE IDEAL AND THE REAL. 
THE poet sat beside the cot, 
His brows he knit, ke mused a lot ; 
Then said, “ This shall a fruitful day be: 
I'll write a poem—on the baby.” 


And then and there he made a start 
With fecund brain and swelling heart ; 
First tried to find the rhyme to “cradle,” 
But couldn't think of one but “ladle.” 


“ Pink little bud—as fresh and fair 

As e’er spread petals to the air— 

Heav'n keep that little heart from aching ! 
Confound the little cuss, it's waking ! 


“Sleep on, sleep on, in angel dream 
Smile at such visions.” Such a scream 
Bursts from the smiler’s little throttle !— 
The poet has to find its bottle. 


“Oh ! think ‘twixt Paradise and earth, 

"Tis said a star falls at the birth 

Of ev'ry babe. What star was falling 

When thou—? Shut up, now, don't start squalling, 


“And may that rosebud mouth emit 

No word that e’er shall sully it. 

Shut up!” and then that cradle rocking, 
That poet launched in language shocking, 
“Some future day, perchance beside 
Some other cot, thou, too, with pride, 
Will sit on some dear treasure smiling, 
Here shrieks are answered by reviling. 


“So sleep, sweet. Come and take this brat, 
Whatever ts that nursemaid at ? 

This poem reads first-class—no error, 
Here, come and take away this terror!" 


” 


SWEET GIRL GHOULS. 


Tr is not without considerable pangs of regret that A. SLOPER 
notices that some of the very fairest and positively sweetest of the 
girls of Richmond—who are always of the sweetest, bless ‘em !— 
have lately gone in for interviewing the classics, finding, no dcubt, 
that utter ignorance as to the reported doings and eayibgs of these 
now hoary fossils placed them at a disadvautage in wordy warfare 
with the meaner or trousered sex. Only last Saturday one of 
SLOPER'S worst young men, wandering along the Surrey shore, 
was mean enough to hide behind the phethoric stump of a charit- 
able willow, the better to overhear—the mean thing !—a serious 
conversation that was being held by three little tailor-made dar- 
lings, sitting beneath the branches of the willow aforesaid. Aud 
this is what he heard— 

“Ethel, dear, was it not Pope who wrote the lind ?—I mean, of 
course, was it not IHiad who wrote the Pope?” 

“Neither, darling ; it was Homer, who is generally referred to as 
‘the blind Homer.’ I suppose it means that he drank, like so 
many writers of the present day.” 

“No doubt. I wish, dear, | had your memory, But—er—what 
is The Iliad?) Can you tell me?” 

“Certainly, dear. It is a poem telling all about an old conun- 
drum of a philosopher who lived in a tub of water.” 

“1 don't believe that a man, if he was ever such a philosopher, 
would live in a tub of water. More likely a tub of brandy and 


so— 

“Shh, dear, don't say that! Don't you know it’s sacrilege 
to question the heathen mythology?) Hark ! what was that!” 

It was the crash of the falling body of SLopEr's bad young man, 
who had had some classic learning, and had fallen ina faint, 


FATE AND CASAR. 


= 

JULIUS Caesar came to the eanelnsion that 
System wis pinyed oul, 
astick in it, and 
every man’s foot 
to boot: every 
woman declared 
he ought to be 
thrown into the 
river with a hun- 
dredweight round 
his neck, but Cawsar 
was conscious of 
no offence, What 
if the cat at No, 
16 was discovered 
mewling painfully 
minus two inches 
of her tail? 
Brevity, the sole 
of wit, isan advan- 
tage even ina cat's 
tail. As for the 
poodle at No. li, 
he was a conceited, 
puggish animal, 
who turned up his 
nose at decent 
dogs ; and, after 
all, Caesar left him 
with one ear, so ae * 
that he needn't ed na 
have yelped so 
much, nor need his 
mistress have been so excited. Then again, that nice girl at No. 6 
needn't have been so cross because Ca'sar shook himself on com- 
ing out of the pond with a stick and drenched her dress, nor need 
her fiancé have used such profane language when Ciwsar jumped 
up, and left imprints of his fore feet all over his flannels, Cesar 
seemed always to leave wrong impressions, 

Hallo! a strange dog promenading arrogantly along the paves 
ment. What right had he in the neighbourhood?) Ciesar xus- 
pended the mastication of the bone of a half-shoulder of mutton 
the nearest butcher had carelessly left on his counter, and ina few 
moments was still more congenially occupied in chewing the in- 
trusive stranger. 

Oh, dear, how particular people are, to be sure! The people at 
No, 21 came round in a body and a temper and demanded his 
summary banishment ; and when his master came home, from the 
bank that night, instead of sympathizing with him, he actually 
upbraided him. 

“Confound you, you brute!" said the ungrateful master, “you 
are the bane of my life! The neighbours are cutting me, or else 
summoning me, 
right and left, 
and here is Clem- 
entinaasking me 
to send back my 
letters, and say- 
ing it’s all over 
between us be- 

cause you 
chewed the ear 
off her poodle, 
I shall have to 
do it.” 

Julius Cwsar 
simply = wagged 
his tail, not 
understanding 
the meaning of 
his owner's con- 
cluding words. 
There was a rat- 
tat! at the door, 
A gentleman 
from No, 2lexme 
round to say that 
if that beast of 
na Newfoundland 
was not destroy- 
ed he should 
commence an 
action, Then 
the lady from 
No. 16 called to state that her cat's tail had had to be ampu- 
tated, and that unless the dog were destroyed, she should place 
it in the hands of her solicitor. Last came Clementina, bearing 
& parcel containing presents, which she insisted on returning 
unless that wretched dog who had mutilated her dear little 
Fido was destroyed. Julius Caesar was doomed, Then and there 
his master bent before the clamour of the populace, and called on 
them to witness the expiation, 

Grim and determined they marched in a body across the 
common towards the pond. Julius Casar himself was the only 
cheerful member of the party, for he jumped and barked and 
wagged his bushy tail madly, He dreamed not of the siguilicance 
of that coil of rope—that heavy mass of old iron. 

They arrived at the pond, Selecting the deepest end, they 
uncoiled the rope and made fast the heaviest piece of iron, 

A scream broke from Clementina, From the other side of the 
pond, a number of urchins had shoved off a plank, A small three- 
year-old boy was standing upon it, and that boy was Clementina’s 
sister's only child. The little one, crouched on his narrow footing, 
then swerved and 
slipped off intoeight 
feet of water. 

Clementina 
shrieked, all lost 
their heads—except 
Julius Caesar, Bark: 
ing excitedly, the 
dog bounded over 
to the side nearest 
the sinking child, 
then dashed into 
the water, and 
paddled swiftly to 
the rescue. 

Another scream 
from Clementina — 
the child had gone 
down—a groan of 
dismay from the 
men, and there — 
there was the little 
form again, and be- 
fore it could sink 
again, Julius Caesar 
had gripped it vf 
its clothes, and, 

anting heavily, 
bore it safely to the 
side, 

They didn't pro- 
ceed further with F nee 
the business contemplated in relation to Julius ( ws 
everybody felt they owed him an apology. and a little later the 
neighbours subscribed for and place! round the neck for whieh 
they had planned a rope, a splendid siver collar, 
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“ My insufferable fiancé, the rector, called 
again this afternoon. seals his milk and 
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i A BANK HOLIDA u vatery Vapouri no! parish meet- 7 
“Dear, dear! how truly shocking! Really, ft ought . DAY ies hebekash maribgs about: i i me."— “This place is considered very healthy, is it not, mariner?” 
c lowed in si "i " ‘a : } y Nonsense! It’s only the sudden landin ings and charities utterly exhaust me, eth pia x bs 3M A . 
my rm maa vive —e aac hon ich | Pree Rage Be bit giddy, that’s all, ag : Extract from Letter of Young Lady. Ealthy ! Lor’ bless yer, yus, mom! it’s always full of invalids, 


@& her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


° Miss Sloper will be deliyhted to receive photographs ae those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE ‘INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS BEATRICE LAMB. 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. ms 
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+ _ It was all through A. SLOPER going to sleep in the stalls of ‘the Strand Theatre. | stage. Nothing daunted, he hastened to the screen, behind which was the statue of 
He had had a long, trying day ; he had met so many of his constituents, And as itis | Niobe——(2). The folds of the same flew open with a bang, to A, SLOPEI's discum- 
death by the law for M.P.’s ty treat voters, the only thing to be done, under the 
circumstances, was for them to treat the Member for Shoe Lane. The excellence of 
Niobe as a play, the drollery of his dear old friend Harry Paulton, and, above all, the “Thou takest me for Leatrice Lamb. Iam indeed the Queen of Thebes.” “ And you 
splendid, graceful and stately acting of the goddesslike Miss Beatrice Lamb had look it, every inch,” murmured the bewildered SLOPER.——(4). “ But let me gaze on 


| fiture, —-- (3), And the beautiful statue stepped off its pedestal. “Miss Lamb,” 
| ; 

No. 245.—MI8s DOROTHY CONQUEST. kept him wide awake till the firfish ; but with the fall of the curtain came reaction, | thee,” she went on. “ Why, as I live again, thou art my husband, Amphion! I see it 
| 


wasped the Eminent, “you gave me quite a turn!" “ Thou art like the rest,” said she. 


. me A nat Or eee and off he went likea top. At length he rose with a start, and throwing off the ali! The wires that brought me back to life sent thee back to thine original 
Bewitchinug maid, Iam your latest c spo barn Dock Sacek. brown holland which had enveloped him, for he had been covered over with the rest | state; and thou wonldst bear me again to Thebes. But, no! I will not go with 

te tse sh p : 1. sh f of the things in the theatre. “I must interview her!" he cried. All was dark, but he thee. I like London too well. Go, or I will to a magistrate and get a protection 
My love OF {DET CONSU TIO My “Very: SOUls She must —she managed to feel his way to the stage; then he stumbled on something. “'was the order. Thou seest I know already the laws of this land.” And Niobe returned to 
shall be mine: —Lord bub. electric cuil that electrities Niobe back into life. (1). As le wrestled with tie wires the screen. and A. SLOPER would have followed, but the stage once more became dark, 
“ My heart could not repel the onslaught of her beauty.” he felt a peculiar sensation come over him, and in a twinkle he found himeelf clad as ——(5), When the cleaner came in the morning, the Wreck still slumbered, 90 he 

—The Hon, Billy. an ancient Greek king, At the sume time a mysterious light filled the whole of the | was swept out with the crumpled play -hills. 
— cs Sete a ee panies aererts BPI s 


THE ELDER SUFFERS, BUT GETS THERE ALL THE SAME. 


a " 
™). “Tosh me!" said daft Peter McPashv, “if that's no Elder McNab o° the (2). “ If gingerbreed was to descend from ahove and strike (3), Strange to say, « whole loaf of pappy gingerbread (4). The Elder simply clappel 


Fstavblished Kirk linking alang wi’ that scoondril loon, the Tury Caundledate, this McNab, who isa son of Belial, I tell ve it wonkd he small hiffed the Ebler from above as Le iight-Leartedly wended on black specs, voted, and got us 
Aw Il let vor Meenister ken, Ou the Sawbath mura, tue!” wouder aud less pity,” suri ked Dr. McPhun o' the Free Kirk. lus way tw tlie poll. Muah iu Wich « rush, 
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AG ke - Peoples - Palace - Racceourge Bullies 


And proved a great success, they say :—Rank Holiday is here ence more, And gaily Arry soots 
the floor :—The “Guildhall Tarcrn hone we see The phe of much festiciter ee Nunaeice 
thus gains Reward and censure for his pains :—These racecourse roughs, I'm: glad to see, For some 
short time will not be tree, ‘There you are, my hearties ! if you don’t enjoy vour Bank Holiday after 
that little treat, it will be your own fault, certainly not that of THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


“Is this the boy who took such a lot of things at school last 
term, Mrs. Publichouse?” “ Lor’ love yer, Mr. Blinder! I never 2 
vird tell of his taking anythink worse nor measles in bis life.” i ‘ ; A ] y 
ey te yo ' » Beauty. Help, help! 
y Littleyohn, Unhand me, Let me save her or perish! 
Beauty ( frantically). No, no! Not that wretched little shrimp, 
the tall gentleman, please. (Littlejohn subsides, disgusted. 


Inteiligent Constituent, Give yer my wote? Well, I ‘ardly 
know, guv'nor. That cre last five pun’ o’ vonrn give me sieh a 
‘eadlache, that I'm afraid I shall have to support the temperance 


Mutant, F 
1 lanl. No Maria. T distinetly refuse to go out with you 
candidate on principle. 


In that dress: it's nx 
> it's not fit to ® 
1 ay 2. Nut fit to be seen ve Why, John, what do you mean? Eva is engaged to Charlie, and is just having her photograph taken by him. Enter Maud. “Oh, Eva! 
“\ Worn it once befure, it's quite dark in here; and how funny you do look upside down!” 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


VANK Hornimpay is undoubtedly a great institution, but it isa not 
Vrocetuer unmudsed blessing; indeed, with all due respect te the 
good Saint Lubbock (may 
his halo grow brighter), it 
is fast becoming a bit ofa 
nuisance, If only those 
good folks who have, or 
fancy they have, no other 
day to indulge in  fes- 
tivity, would take their en- 
juvment moderately, and 
without purposely causing 
Annoyance and inconveni- 
ence to their more quietly 
disposed fellow-beings we 
should have nothing to 
eay, but, unfortunately, 
they won't, The most 
frequently — encountered 
type of Bank Holiday 
maker seems to deem it 
incumbent upon him to 
make himself as particu- 
larly obnoxious to every- 
one he encounters as he 
can, and the extreme 
height of his enjoyment 
is not attained until he 
has drunk himself into a 
state of intoxication and 
obtained a night's free 
lodging on the charge of 
kickinga policeman, Unfortunately, this objectionable individual 
dors not confine his operations to the metropolis, but special 
facilities being accorded to him, penetrates even iuto the snuygest 
retreats and makes day and night hideous with his howls and his 
concertina. It is this creature, not the hardworking artisan or 
small shopkeeper who causes Bank Holiday to be viewed by many 
with disfavonr, and so much cheap sarcasin to be levelled at this 
playday of the masses, a 

s 


THOSE well known “ knockabouts,” the Two Macs, have dissolved 
partnership, and music hall Aabitués will hear no more the pre- 
historic aud lichen incrusted wheezes which those gentlemen 
were wont to crack, We do not suppose that their absence from 
the boards will cause any considerable falling off in the receipts of 
our various “ palaces of varieties,” if we exempt the takings at the 
refreshment bar, The appalling number of naturally abstemious 
voung men which this couple drove to drink we shall never, never 
KHOW, ee 
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THF. vast and still increasing popularity of skirt dancing is very 
signiticantly marked by the fact that even our high-toned con- 
temporary, Zhe Gentlewoman, has 
found space in_ its aristocratic 
columns for an illustrated article 
on the subject. It is somewhat 
unfortunate, however, that it should 
have appeared so soon after 
certain * Answer to Correspondent,” 
given by Mrs. Panton, of house 
decoration celebrity, as that lady's 
views hardly coincide with the 
opinion expreseed in the article,— 
that ladies ure to be congratulated 
upon the enthusiastic way in which 
they have taken up such an excel- 
lent and pleasurable exercise, Ah, 
well, the hypocrisy of Society is 
only thinly veneered, and we, our- 
telvey, see no reason why all the 
well formed damsels thereof should 
not endeavour to attract notoriety 
and a husband by displaying their 
agility and their ankles upon every / 
possible occasion. ‘ 


s 
THAT celebrated reciter, Mr. 
Samuel Brandram, presided last 
week at the Kizhth Annual Ex- 
amination Recitals by the students 
of the Polytechnic School of 
Elocution, who one and all did 
infinite credit to the careful tuition of Mr. and Mrs. Hasluck. In 
possessing the services of two such capable instructors, the Poly- 
technic certainly Zfas-luck. Who frew dat brick? 
ss 
s 
THANK goodness, that most iniquitous form of torture in the 
annals of history, “ Ta-ra-ra,” now lies upon its deathbed, and ere 
these lines appear, may perhaps have breathed its last, and another 
melody be reigning in the kingdom of popular favour, Well, well, 
we all require a change of air about this time, don't we? 


s 
A Grasp Exhibition of Costermongers’ Donkeys and Ponies was 

held jast week at the People’s Palace. The Marquis of Lorne 
beamed upon the flower and chivalry of Mile End from the chair, 
and kindly Baroness Burdett-Coutts distributed prizes among 
those owners whose animals showed signs of good treatment. All 
endeavours to induce Mr, Albert Chevalier to exhibit the now 
historical “little donkey shay” with which he “knocked ‘em in 
the Old Kent Road” were, we regret to say, futile. 

Ld 

s 

THE revival at the Gaiety of that sprightly and particularly 

tuneful burlesque, Faust Up te Date, is, as we anticipated, 
meeting with almost over- 
whelming success, and the 
theatre has been crowded 
nightly with audiences 
com posed mainly of those 
to whom the piece is 
familiar, as is evident 
by the enthusiasm with 
which all the old points 
are taken up, and the 
greeting awarded to such 
well known items as the 
duet between Mephisto 
and Martha, the Bell 
Quintet and the celebrated 
mae de quatre, Miss 
‘lorence St. John, with a 
charming new song, is as 
delightful a Marguerite 
as of yore; Mr. Arthur 
Williams gets a lot of 
fun, and will probably 
get more out of the part 
of the fire-eating Valen- 
tine; and Mr. Edmund 
Payne sings and plays 
Mephisto with = great 
success; and when we 
add that there is no 
Jack of the shapely long- 
stockinged and short- 
skirted loveliness, for 
which this particular house is famous, the enthfsiastic reception 
of the revival will, we doubt not, be thoroughly understood. 


ON Saturday, July 16th, The Mildewed Ragbag desisted from his 
| favourite occupation of scrutinizing the more (or less) lovely items 


ALLY SLOPER’S HAUF-HOLIDAY: 


| of feminality who daily dis- | 


| in order to be present at the 


vort themselves in the 
briny. and raising the price 
of a cheap excursion on his 
field glasses, ran up to town 


First Annual Amalgamated 
Grand Féte of the Kdmon- 
ton Branches of the London 
and Counties League and 
Gas Workers and General 
Labourers’ Union, The fact 
of its being held in a 
mendow opposite the 
County Court brought 
unpleasant recollections to 
the Eminent’s mind, but 
otherwise he may be said to 
have had a particularly 
yood time, 


. 

BeFore returning on the 
following day, the Dilapi- 
dated Dustheap was pre- 
vailed upon to shed the 
light of hia countenance 
oer the Tenth Annual 
Demonstration of the 
various Friendly Societies 
and Clubs of Chelsea and 
surrounding districts, pro- cee 
moted in aid of the funds of the Victoria Hospital for Sick 
Children, The Ancient was the recipient of many ovations, and 
numerous eggs which had evidently been left over from the 


elections, ss 
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IN a North of England County Court, the other day, a tailor 
named Chester sought to recover £116 18s, 6d... the value of goods 
supplied to defendant. One of the items was £18 for an overcoat ; 
another, £12 12s. for a dress-suit; whilst the price of trousers 
ranged from 30s, to £3 3s. His honour, after a lengthened hear- 
ing, decided that most of the prices were extremely exorbitant, 
and gave judgment for the plaintiff, Chester, for £48 6s, Is it 
vossible that the enterprising “snip,” in making out his bill, was 
intluenced by the concluding lines of “Marmion,” “ Charge, 
Chester, charge!"? There's no telling to what lengths a man's 
liking for his favourite author may carry him. 

. 
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AMERICA is undoubtedly a great country, and is considerably in 
advance of the old one in very many things, It is, however, 
a& matter for but little — 
regret that it is ahead of Sy 
us in its supply of women 
orators, as it certainly 
must be, if we are to 
credit all Mrs, Annie 
Diggs says in her article, 
“Women in the Alliance 
Movement,” in the 
American Arena for July. 
Across the herring pond, 
it would seem, there is no 
lack of strong-minded 
and eloquent ladies ready 
to go “on stump” at the 
shortest notice, and 
speechify upon almost 
every conceivable subject ; 
and, judging from the 
glowing descriptions 
given of their qualitica- PN 


tions, some of them ought WP 
to succeed very well in- , HM mi SE 


deed. Nearly all seem ~ ~<—. N 


to possess “a clear, re- 
sonant voice,” “a come 
manding presence,” or “a 
bewitching and engaging 
manner,” “magnificent powers of elocution,” or some other 
equally desirable qualification. Well, well, America is to be con- 
gratulated. ‘Ihe majority of our orators in petticoats this side of 
the silver streak are, alas ! fearsome creatures indeed. 


s 

On, McGooseley! Oh, shade of Bacchus! What is this dread 
intelligence? No alcoholic beverages to be sold at the “Chicago 
World's Fair,” nothing but the system lowering soda-water, the 
non-stimulating sherbet, and, of course, such American drinks as 
can be compounded without intoxicants. A triumph for teeto- 
talism, certainly, but a loss to Uncle Sam and his continent, for 
SLOPER really meant going to see the “fun of the fair”; but now, 
as the music hall ditty hath it, he's “Off it, fairly off it.’ 


s 
THE Committee of the Horticulturies have prevailed upon “the 
leading Belgian Artists and Sculptors” to allow their works to be 
displayed in the galleries of the above exhibition. The step, we 
are informed, has the approval of the Government of Belgium, 
and, as the exhibits are really well worth seeing, it will, no doubt, 
have that of the British public also. The Earl's Court show must 
have suffered a bit lately from the bad weather; but, then, look 
how it scores when it’s fine! » « 
« 


ONCE again has the clever and enterprising Mr. John O'Connor 
transformed the plastic Agricuitural Hall into the nearest 
semblance to Arcadia, which is likely 
to find favour in the eyes of the 
Islington Corydon, When Virgil 
sang of the delights of this “least 
intellectual portion of Greece,” he 
omitted to mention the attractions 
of the switchback, the roller tobog- 
gan, the steam = round-about, the 
swings, the rifle galleries, and other 
pastoral delights which this modern 
substitute affords, in addition to a 
variety entertainment upon the stage, 
which, if we except ballet dancing, 
comes within measurable distance of 
that provided at many ® West-End 
Music Hall. Arcadia will remain 
open until September 18th, 

*.** 


The Agdd Alchemist has this day 
heen graciously pleased to confer the 
“Award of Merit” upon Dr. THoMAS 
STEVENSON, because he's the analy- 
treal genius of the Home Office, 
“Feyther,”  chirruped the Azure 
Orbéd Analyst, looking up from the 
report of the Stamford Street Poison- 
ing Case, “it didn’t need this ‘ere 
evidence of the doctor's to convince 
meas he was a jolly clever fellow, If 
ever the Blood Begored Billiam does 
contrive at last to mix a penn’orth 0 
rat pizen in your sherbet bottle, as 
‘ead of the ‘ouse [ should insist on Stevenson ‘oldin’ the post- 
mortem on your remains, Sooner or later, Dill’s bound to ‘ave 
some luck. and then ——" but once ayain a well aimed missile cut 
Alexandry’s remarks short, and he was with difticulty rescued alive 
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A CALENDAR FORK THE WERK ENDING AUGUST 6TH, Isy2 
—~— 


S8ist July, 1732.—A silver chair of state made in [),..1,, 
for the throue of the Empress of Russia, was tinished ti. | 
The workmanship cost equal to the value of the meta! \, 
weighed 1900 ounces. 


lst August, 1821.—Mrs. Inchbald, the celebrated act. 
who died this day, wrote the following description of herself -—» \"" 
between thirty and forty, which means a little turned of thin,” 
height above middle size, and rather tall; figure handsony. ... 
striking in its general air, but a little too stiff and erect: ,) 
rather too fond of sharp angles; skin by nature fair, thon.” 
little freckled, and with a tinge of sand, which is the golour uf, 
eye-lashes, but made coarse by ill-treatment on her cheeks .. | 
arms; hair of sandy auburn, and rather too straight as well as thi a 
face beautiful iu effect, and beautiful in every feature; countenay,, 
full of spirit and sweetness ; excessively interesting, and wit), 
indelicacy, voluptuous, Dress always becoming, aud very se{xj,;, 
worth so much as eightpence.” 


Qnd August, 1100.—William Rufus was this day king 
the New lorest.—In the King’s House, or Lord Warden's Joc... 
at Lyndhurst, in the New Forest, is preserved an ancient stiriy, 
said to have been used by William Rufus. It is of iron, and aU 
once gilt. Its width at bottom is 103 inches; depth, 74 ineiu. 
and measured all round it is 2 feet 7} inches, It was fornieriy iis) 
ag a test for ascertaining what dogs kept within the forest <i, , | 
suffer expeditation—ie., cutting of three claws of each of the; 
feet. If a dog should be drawn through the stirrup, he w.. 
undergo this operation to disqualify him for the pursuit of dey, 


Ee eee 
8rd August, 1886,— ‘This day a shoemaker was charg. 4; 
Enticid Wash with causing the death of his son, « child ut ty. 
The father was throwing some cherry stones down the neck otf 1). 
little boy, who was laughing heartily. One stone, howey. 
unfortunately went into his mouth and stuck in his throat. |). 

| father and mother strove in vain to dislodge it and the child died 
| The father was, of course, acquitted, : 


Pied ae ee ae 

4th August, 1843.—Joseph Atkinson, “the priest of Lat. 
berton toll-bar,” was this day tried at Newcastle Assizes, ..., 
rentenced to seven years’ transportation, for celebrating ay 
irregular marriage at Berwick. 


5th August, 1758.—A tremendous fight took place between 
George Tayivr, w retired prize fighter, and then laudlord of the 
“ Fountain Inn,” Deptford, and Tom Faulkner, the noted cricketer, 
near St. Albans. The fight lasted one hour and fifteen minutes, 
aud both men were terribly punished. Taylor was eventuaiiy 
beaten, and never recovered the shock of his defeat, dying of 
something very like a broken heart in the December tullowing. 


6th August, 1849.—Lola Montez was this day brought up 
at Marlborough Street police court on a charge of bigamy, Mrs, 
Seacole thus describes Lola at Cruces.—“Came one day Lola 
Montez in the full zenith of her evil fame—a good looking, bold 
woman, with fine, bad eyes, and a determined bearing, dressed 
ostentatiously in perfect male attire, with shirt collar turned down 
over a velvet lappelled coat, richly worked shirt front, black hat, 
French unmentionables, and natty polished boots and spurs.” 


THINKS THE CAP FITS HIM!! 
“WHat myriads of hearts you have broken, sweet SLopre! 
What love-vows to you have been spuken, sweet SLUPER! 
What offers to you have been written, sweet SLOPER! 
What souls with despair you have smitten, sweet SLOPER! 
In vain may historians tattle, sweet SLOPER, 

Of mighty men’s prowess in battle, sweet SLOPER ! 
Although you accomplish your killing, sweet SLOPER, 
Without any life-currents spilling, sweet SLOPER, 

Yet, demme, I'll bet my last dollar, sweet SLOPER, 
Your conquests the gingerbread collar, sweet SLOPER!” 


Alike to strangers, friends and foes, 
The Blighted Idiot hourly shows 
A manuscript on which appear 
The ten vile lines we've printed here. 
And, puffed with pride, the Fabric tells 
How one of London's loveliest belles 
Has penned those “heavenly reid to praise 
His skill at lady-killing ways!!! 
And well may the friends of the Fossil upbraid him 
As more of an idiot than Nature has made him, 
For quickly they twig, when they notice the scrawl, 
The calligraphy isn't a lady's at all. 
As a matter of fact, the rank rubbish was penned 
By Miss Tootsies most ardent admirer and friend, 
And Miss Tootsie, of course,—though the Gin-laden Toper 
lmagines that HE—is the lauded “sweet SLOPER.” 


“VIT" AT VICTORIA. : 

Just about the Goodwood and Brighton race-weeks the railway 
employés of the L.B. & 8.C. Railway have a good deal to put up 
with, and remarkable is the patience they show. A Chichester 
train was about to roll out of Victoria Station, It was packe!— 
literally packed—to the very bunghole, An exceedingly good 
tempered guard approached the door of a third-class compartnient, 
wherein was a passenger with his head thrust out of the window. 

“ Keep that head o' yours inside, please,” enid the guard, politely. 

“What for?” asked the passenger. “Are ye afraid of it + 
knockin’ down any o’ yer bridges or a-frightenin’ any o’ yer statiou- 
masters to death?’ : 

“Oh, dear no,” laughed the good natured guard, as the fran 
slowly steamed out of the station, “but 1 saw you put your tickrt 
in your hat, and if you burst out what little brains you have 
against the wall of a tunnel, the ticket ‘Il go with ‘em; and theu 
the Company ’II say it’s my fault! Keep your ‘ead inside: 


———E—— 


A TRAMCAR VICTORY. 

WILL they ever forgive him? No, never. There were ten men 
on one side of that Kew Bridge tram-car, and only five women on 
the other, but each of the softer sex occupied as good as two seat, 
and was determined not to move for anything under a dynamite 
explosion. Presently, just by Brook Green, the car stopped i 
pick up another woman. As she entered, she stood for Teen 
to see where she should sit down, One of the men rose up, pointe 
his finger, and called out, in a hearty voice— 

“ Plenty of room on the other side, madam,” 5 h 

She sat down between two of the women, and this caused t : 
whole row to shift up bit. They didn't stab her to her Ca 
heart with a poisoned hairpin, nor did each one sit and gaze at = 
speckled straw sailor hat and decide that she had trimined up ‘ e 
old shape with eighteenpenn‘orth of remnant ribbon. 0" Se 
contrary, the vengeful five fastened their eyes upon the bold heh 
law. They expressed indignation, contempt, disgust, aud Hebbal 
in every one ot their looks, They spotted the ammoniated score? 
along the seam of his coat collar, They glared at the tantalee 
crack in the upper of his left boot. They fixed their eres a her 
ingly upon the solitary beer stain upon his shirt front. | fai 
smiled as they detected the fact that one of his paper cuffs jee 
become detached from his shirt wrist. They peered at his un ee 
shirt through the gape in his waistcoat caused by the defection id 
its third button. AL this, and then they looked him dead i a 
eyes and convicted him of bigamy, burglary, fraudulent-bai © 
Tuptey, arson, forgery, and robbing a blind man, He stood it ais 
mantully for a quarter of an hour or go; but he made a belt fort" 
door long before Turnham Green church was reached—the ae 
he'd paid his fare to Kew. The poor male man coulant ste 
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MORE ORGAN-IZATION. 


The latest thing threatened is an organ-griuding competition.) 


THERE are many 
forms of torment 
In this wild-worn 
whiff of life; 
Some of these were 
to abhor meant 
If wecannot stand 
strong strife, 
One of these, our 
reason blinding, 
Is that torture 
fierce and dread 
That is known as 
organ-grinding, 
Which doth drive 
us off our head ! 
Yet Fate (Magician 
of Position) 
Threatens new a dire 
distracting — or- 
gan-grinding 
competition, 


Of competitions 
there are many— 
‘Tis an age when all compete 
For kudos or the humble penny, 
Caring naught for dread defeat. 
But of all plans, men are finding 
Now to win them oof or fame, 
Surely this (this organ-grinding) 
Is the worst that ever came— 
Yea, a panic quite Satanic : : , 
Js this vexing and perplexing contest that's so street-organic. 


> —_—— 


THE DOCTOR'S FRIEND. 


IweLEcouRT was undoubtedly the pride of the Little Pottishop 
vn tennis Club, Beastly jealous, as all we male members were 
him, we were prepared to ds him justice to that extent, simply 
ine there was absolutely no getting out of it. Singlecourt 
nl give any one of us thirty in a game and ao beating, 
ist his popularity with the ladies was a subject upon which 
re could be no possible doubt. They simp!y doted upon him, 
lit was little less than pitiful to see the ridiculous manner in 
ich they fussed over the conceited puppy on every possible 
No sooner did he enter the ground than he would be 
rfect bevy of them, all anxious to get a set 
in the wretchedly exaggerated accounts he 
Well, one evening our 


Ushoth, 
rounded by & 
hohim or drink 
avs gave of his prowess elsewhere, 
devtor, Who was 
rominent member 
the club, brought 
quiet looking 
nyerup with him, 
ere they could 
mence a game a 
escnger arrived in 
haste to summon 
doctor to the 
side of a wealthy 
ient who had been 
dently taken ill, 
r medico’s friend 
wned behind, and 
Ving up to the 
yilion soon gotinto 
aversation with 
me of the members, 
Lhe play often?” 
Nec very, he'd so 
ly time, No, he 
o ov av very 
prrage player hime 
foabout as good, 
tps, 18 —— well, 
tall man playing with the lady in the blue Garibaldi.” 
tall man was Singlecourt, Singlecourt our champion, 
“no sooner had the remark been repeated to him, 
ised his game and challenged the stranger to play him for 
ut he liked, for a fiver. The doctor's friend laughed in a 
tainly irritating manner “ My dear sir,” he said. “1 don’t want 
win your money, I've watched your play, and honestly, I'm 
at all sure I couldn’t beat you left handed.” 
ee tt h you for a tenner,” answered Singlecourt, now fairly 
iis nettle, 
fhe stranger uttered a few more mild protests, but Singlecourt 
isted; the money was staked, and amidst a scene of intense 
ritement the game started. But it was soon evident that our 
mpion was fairly outclassed; and handicapped though he 
mired to be by being compelled to play left-handed, whilst 
vurt of course played right, the stranger fairly romped 
and won with consummate ease. Then he pocketed his wager 
1 strolled quietly off the ground. 
Ve told the doctor the story the next day and he roared. “You, 
M idiots.” he shouted, when he could control his laughter, “you 
i-t have been perfectly blind; why, Jack is left-handed.” 
hen he roared again. 
—— 


GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIV.’’ 
NO. 5S7.A—WINNIE WAVERLEY. 


I counD sing how the Waverley 
girl 
Is a rutilant 
glare 
Many moths metropolitan whirl ; 
But lm hanged if Vil do it—so, 
there! 
Leould sing how the Waverley wench 
Will your heart, i€ you do not 
beware, 
From all minor allegiances wrench ; 
Hut I'm hanged if I'll do it—so, 
there! 

I contd sing how the Waverley lass 
_Is a hodgepodge of graces so rare 
That sweet Helen’s of Troy they 

surpass ; 
But I'm hanged if Vil do it—so, 
there! 
! could sing how the Waverley queen, 
When good husbands her splendour 
declare, 
Is the cause of much wifely chagrin ; 
But I'm hanged if VI do it—so, 
there! 

1] could sing how the Waverley maid 
Is so nice that e’en enemies swear 
She's an angel from Paradise sirayed ; 

But Im hanged if Vl du it—so, 
there! 
lor, last night, like a brave cavalier, 
L I made love to the Waverley fair, 
sut she mocked me and boxed me my ear, 
And I'm hanged if I like it—so, there! 


light, in whose 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


3t Trinity COLLEGE, DunLIN, July Mth, 1892. 
DEAR SLOPER,—On the last night of Heuley Regatta | had the 
misfortune to be hauled by seven gallant constables when in the 
act of violently removing a tlag of yours which was secured to 
some scaffolding near the town fountain, and the following morn- 
ing was obliged to pay the head inspector the sum of thirty shil- 
lings, which he said was the price you valued the flag at. Now I 
want to apologize, first of all, for the assault, which was made 
when tlown with insolence and wine, nd from the excusable desire 
of possessittg so magnificent a memento of our visit and bond of 
union with your very excellent housebo!d,and inthe second place, 
to beg you to send me the flag, The inspector said you had taken 
it up to London, and although my paying for it gives me no claim 
after my unpardonable conduct, still L thought that, as my catas- 
trophe was due to a failing to which one, perhaps, of the members 
of your illustrious family is not altogether a stranger, namely, the 
turning up of the little finger, you would possibly, in a sporting 
and gentlemanly spirit, send it to me, Awaiting your reply, I 

remain yours affectionately, W. F. ROBERTSON, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 


No. 124.—I{z DoES Goop BY STEALTH, AND, WHEN HE READS 
THE PRESENT VAGARY, WILL BLUSH TO FIND 1T FAME, 
THE Ostrich went to Oscar Wilde 
And, primo, bowed—sccundo, smiled— 
And, tertio, spake with accent mild: 
“Though I'm confounded poor, 
T needs must have some cash to spend 
On August First, and you will lend 
Your oldest, firmest, trustiest friend 
Five hundred pounds, I'm sure!” 


“Too awfully glad!” And when the Wreck 
Had grabbed the genial Oscar's cheque, 
He hurled his arm round Osear’s neck, 
“Ten thousand thanks!” said he, 
“ And, for your Fossil’s sake, perchance, 
You'll please postpone your tlight to Franco 
Till I've repaid the kind advance 
Which you've advanced to me!” 
“No need for that!" good Oscar cricd ; 
But SLOPER would not be denied, 
“One's memory in the wintertide 
Of life is apt to fail, 
And, since an extra week or two 
In Kngland makes no odda to you, 
Collect this debt—pray do! prav do !— 
Ere o'er the pond you sail!” 


The brilliant author of “The Fan” 
Replied, “ To please you, then, old man, 
V'ildo your wish,” And SLOPER ran 
To Mildew Court straightway ; 
But. lo! his wife with grief grew glum. 
“You surely will not spend that sum, 
Whick you will ne’er, till kingdom come, 
Be able to repay?” 


“My dear,” said SLOPER, mighty cross, 
“Five hundred pounds to me is dross ! 
I merely borrowed it becos 

A patriot good am 1; 
And hence my duty bids me mar 
The hideous Fate which sends afar 
To Gallic heavens the brightest star 

In all Britannia’s sky ! 


“Though Wilde has wildly vowed that he 
Will live and die in gay Paree, 
From England spared he cannot be ; 
And so I've made him swear 
That he'll no foot in Gallia set 
Until I've paid this trifling debt, 
And if he wait till then, my pet, 
Ha, ha! HELL NE’ER GET THERE!” 


THE AMBIGUOUS ANSWER. 


LITTLE Willie Wattahwagtail came rushing into the club as 
though the lessee of the “greatest oven on exeth” were behind 
him: and, what with the excessive heat of the July sun and the 
additional warmth he had gained from the absorption of seventeen 
er he certainly wore a blush that a red rose might have 
envied, 

“What's your hurry, Billie?” asked a kindly critic. 

“Oh, no hurry at all!” replied Billie, “but [ve had a prodigious 
problem weighing on my mind, aud, hang me if 1 can settle it!” 

“What is it?” 

“Well, s'pose I should stand on my head, all the b!ood rushes 
into my head, doesn’t it?” 

: ae one was waiting to be “sold,” so no one ventured to contra- 
dict him. 

“Now,” said he, “how is it that when I stand as I am standing, 
the blood doesn't rush into my feet?" 

“ Because,” said Jimmy Jimsonweed, witha tinge of the sarcastic, 
“because your feet are not empty.” 

All the boys laughed ; but, somehow or other, Willie didn’t seem 
to see the joke, 

—— 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
5.—Ilow LessiE GoT THREE SWEETHEARTS, 
WAS Augustus, away fora spree ; 
was bright Bess, who accompanied he; 
was the Chuck that his charmer had cooked ; 
was dear Dovercourt, whither they booked, 
was their Eyes, with enjoyment that glowed ; 
was the Fun that they made on the road ; 
wis their Glee when the sands they did reach ; 
was the Hugging they did on the beach. 
was an Imp by which Gus was disturbed ; 
was his Jealousy, not to be curbed, 
was his Kindtiess to beautiful Bess ; 
was his Love for her; nevertheless, 
wis his Madness, in caring to see 
(which is No-man) admire her but he! 
was the Oaths that he swore when, that day, 
—a pale Popinjay—courted his fay, 
was the Quarrel he picked with the man ; 
was the Row that between them began, 
was the Slop in plain garments who copped ‘em ; 
T was the Turnkey. in limbo who popped ‘em, 
U, Vand W. and X, Yand Z 
Show the number ot hours that delightfully sped 
While thar slop and sweet Bessie were wooing and cooing, 
And in durance at Harwich poor Gus lay boohooing ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“RAcING women,” says earth and Ifome, “are nota very large 
race.” Nevertheless. any turtite will tell you that they're awfully 
near avery large rnce—wherever that race be run, 

Why isachestnut horse like SLOPER disporting inthe “ briny’? 
—Because it’s a-bay-thing. 

Why should the letter Y be appealed to when Tootsie wants a 
new dress /—Hecanse ¢ can make Pa pay. 

31a Ben: Ben Nevis, 

A PAIR of Speetactes : Venice and the Wild West Show. 

IF Nebuchadnezzar had been.a braw Hielander, what regiment 
would his punishment have suggested to you ’—The Scot's Graze. 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


THE WICKED WORLD. 


—>--- 


CHAPTER VIII, 
“WELL, I'm blowed!" muttered Jack Milford, whom we last 
week left killed and comfortabiy interred iu the saud on the shore, 
“* Well, I'm 
blessed " he 
added, reflec- 
tively, as he 
allowed his eye 
to wander over 
such parts of the 
poorly furnished 
apartment as his 
eye could reach, @ 
for he found a 
difficulty in B 
moving his head 
or his body. 
Almost as he 
spoke, a figure 
appeared be-° 
tween him and 
the little light 
there was, and 
a pleasant voice 
said— 
“Ah, you are 
conscious! But 
the doctor said 
you must not 


“Not speak! 
But [ must 
speak! Where 
am 12?) Whose 
house is this? 
and why is my 
head tied up this 
way?) How is it T am so dreadfully weak?” 

CS) Hush ! you have been hurt, but the doctor says you will recover 
800n, 

“Am Lin the hospital?" 

“No; you are in my father’s lodgings.” 

“And who are you?” 

ee you will know when you are better. Lie still 
and sleep. 

And Jack Milford was fain to close his eves and sleep, with his 
curiosity still unsatisfied, for he was very weak. 

Jack Milford was not dead, and the haste which his assailants 
had made in disposing of his body, had aided in preserving his 
life. The sand, closely packed around the wounds, had staunched 
the flow of blood, 
The affrighted girl, 
who had witnessed 
the crime, had tled 
for assistance = and 
had the bedy disin- 
terred from its ill- 
constructed grave, 
and conveyed to the 
humble lodgings 
where she and her 
father lived, for the 
girl was Julliet di 
Carldoddi. Medical 
assistance was specd- 
ily summoned, and 
the doctor declared 
that the wounds, 
though dangerous, 
were not necessarily 
fatal. Julliet had 
recognized Jack Mil- 
ford as her generous 
defender of the pre- 
vious day, and she 
had also recognized 
Marsden as one of his 
assailants, though she 
knew not the other, 

These two indivi- 
duals had escaped, 
Neither father nor 
daughter were nc 
quainted with the methods of setting the law in motion against 
the miscreants, and they had all the antipathy that most people 
entertain to being mixed up in such cases when in a foreign 
land, 

Jack Milford was very near Death's door, despite careful 
nursing. His first glimpse of consciousness has already been 
narrated, but there were long lapses during which he only, as if in 
a dream, felt the gentle touch of soft hands and was dimly aware 
that an attentive and kind nurse was at his side, Then he began 
to struggle back to life, and his next glimpses of reason made him 
aware that his nurse was a dark brunette, was very pretty, and was 
evidently a foreigner. That it was she who had been so attentive 
to his wants he instinctively realized, but he failed to sec a reason, 
unless she was a professional nurse, for her kindness, 

But gradually it all came out. With a blush Juliet recalled to 
his mind the incident at the drinking saloon, and reminded him she 
was the Italian 
girl whom he had 
so generously de- 
fended. Bit | by 
bit she told him 
of the subsequent 
assault on him, 
and how she, out 
fora lonely stroll 
by the seashore, 
had been 2 wit- 
ness of the out- 
rage and subse- 
quent robbery. 

Jack heard the 
story without 
much comment 
on the leading in- 
cidents, but with 7, 
many expressions 
of gratitude for 
her kindness. In 
regard to the 
robbery, he mere- 
ly remarked that 
they had not 
made much out 
of that, for, 
luckily, his pile 
wis in safe hands, 
and he had on 
had some loose 
gold in his pockets, which he could afford to Joss. 

So Jack was content to lie on his back in order that he might 
get better, but he began to notice that he seldom telt quite content 
unless Julliet was near at hand. 

(To be continucd next wee h.) 


“ You will recover soon.” 


The doctor. 


Content to lie on his back. 


Thi 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. THEY DON'T SPEAK NOW. 
y Scryx—King's Road, Brighton, 


Fagged Cyclist. Help you along the road? str... 
which wants helping most, you or me? 


No, 266.—Mh. MORNINGTON CANNON, F.O.S. 
y large number of our readers, and by almost every 
an, the above portrait will be instantly recognized as that 
‘brated young horseman whose * mounts’ so often pass 
the winning-post first, and whose name, consequently, figures so 
high up in the list of ‘winning jockeys on the flat.” Morny, as . i 
he is affectionately termed, comes at a family whose name Gushing Little Thing (in earriage). Yes, Jolin got in, you know, and we're down here recovering from 
has been honourably assuciated with the turf for genera- excitement of the election. I did most of his canvassing, and in some obstinate cases I was almost tempted to 
ions, awd if not actually born in a manger, he was, at least, first —to (with a simpering titter)\—tw follow the example of the beautiful Lady What’s-her-name, in history, and 
mluced to the world in very close proximity to a cele- offer the constituent a kiss, if he would give my uusband his vote, but- er—I suppose that would have Leen 


el training establishment, and the very air breathed t s bribery, Mr. Hastyman ? * Been writing for a comic paper, you say ? Humph! 
iufant lungs was permeated by the olour of the stable-yard, Hastyman (absent-mindedly) Bribery ? Oh, no—er—more like intimidation, T should say. try an nndertaker'’s business, and look a bit nur 
Little wonder, then, that as he grew older he should rapidly de- [And then, if looks could have killed —twell, there! cheerful.” 


velop that fondness for borses —that aptitude for riding them 
*h has distinguisted his ancestors. Scorning the fascina- 
tions of the rattle, the subtle allurements of the teething-ring, 
our hero whiled away his childhood hours instead with snaffle- 
bits, with curb-hooks, with clippers and curry-combs, His delight 
When he was at length pronounced old enough to straddle a 
horse knew no bounds, He was given a pony, and, by sticking 
well to the exercise and his saddle, soon fairly mastered the 
cquestrian art, From the moment he rode his first wiuner his 
yas rapid, and be is now in the very front rank of his pro- 
and, naturally being a Cannon, a very big gun indeed. 
Chietly because he rides straight and true, he was created F.0.8., 
and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ preseuted to him May 2nd, 
VRID —Debrett Improved, 


} 

| PACHYDERMATOUS. 

, ie, Beauty's only skin deep, after vil, you know, 

| She the had been tearing her). Yours must be deep, indeed ! 


(1). Bill Turmats found himself such a favourite with both the Tory and Radical todinner. It was the day after the declaration of the poll. The haughty menial, 
Labour Candidates before the polling day,— (2). And Mra, T. was se sought after by having at length consented to carry their names to his master, presently returnel 
their wives and daughters,— (3). That she came to the conclusion that she and her with the reply, “ Master's busy, and yer've gotter ‘ook it, or ‘e'll give yer in charge! 
Bill really ought to smarten themselves up a bit and go into county society. The | D'ye ‘ear ?”——-(5). ‘Twas a bitter and unaccountable rebuff. However, there ~till 
clothes were a great expense, but were well worth the money. — (4). They first | remained their dear friend the Radical Socialist, who had so often implored them with 
resolved to call upon the Tory gentleman, who, as he said, regarded the promotion of | tears to come and stay with him for six months or so. They called. And the reply 
their welfare as the dearest object of his life, and lad given them fifteen invitations | brought to them by his pampered retainer was quite untranslatable into words. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


HOW STUPID OF HIM. A MEMBER OF THE MERMAIDS’ CLUB. 


the pot 
by acl 
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| BANK HOLIDAY. 
‘Appy Margit! Unhappy moke! 
ne 
Ww 


a It . 

~ = = ‘ “ How inconsistent yon men are, Jack. You would have = VY oem ta -_——— ? one ty, 

re: = = = H me put y intosh to come out on a pouring ition for be ; 

Jack Tar, Man overboard be blowed! What are they kicking weet day, wine wee ware te keoorany old rag a good The girl who took first prize in the competition for be Sa thi 
np such a row about? J'mall right! No, 20,— Ellaline. enough for such weather,” most fetching bathing costume. ———_ Suppress 


London : Printed by DaLzi£L Brotuens, at their Camden Tress, High Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, July 30, 1892, 


8 2PL 


